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THE BLISS OF ONENESS 

I've felt the earth's sound breathing 
When grey clouds cradled morn ; 

A new sense burst its sheathing, 
Thought fell aside outworn, 

Form disappeared, life's riddle cleared, 

And in the bliss of oneness I awoke 
re-born. 



The touch of earth is healing 
For white unroughened hands. 

An old-new love revealing 
Which cuts care's petty strands ; 



II 



12 THE BLISS OF ONENESS 

It leads one out, sans wish or doubt, 
To scenes that gentler are than answer 
fairy wands. 



To kiss a tree leaf-laden, 

And blush not, but revere. 
To kiss a trustful maiden 

Without desire or fear, 
Are tests for those who would disclose 
Themselves unto themselves, and taste 
life's highest cheer. 




GREAT LOVE FORGIVES 

The subtle summer nights are come ; 

A mammoth yellow moon appears ; 
Of Nature's fragrancies the sum, 

Mown hay its dew-touched incense rears. 
Through rose -hung eaves and trembling 
leaves 

A South wind whispers at each door 
Glad words which my poor fancy weaves : 

Great love forgives and loves the more. 



The sultry summer morns resume 
Their mystic score of growth and mirth, 
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14 GREAT LOVE FORGIVES 

While green haws hang near bourtree bloom 

And berries ripen out to girth ; 
From hill source green, now lost, now seen, 

A streamlet sings through heat-mists hoar, 
Its sweetest song in shade or sheen : 

Great love forgives and loves the more. 



The scorching summer noons are here. 

With creatures restless in delight ; 
Fond breezes kiss the filling ear 

And parched grass waits the sweat of 
night ; 
Lung, stamen, teat, with joy replete, 

All wish it sun-sent to earth's core. 
The phrase my heart gives winged feet : 

Great love forgives and loves the more. 



GIFT OF THE NIGHT 

Worn day is cast and darkness come, 
Vexed man has passed away in sleep ; 

My hot brain, tardy to succumb, 
Its teeming virile vigils keep, 
And vivid visions round me sweep. 



These pictures merge and mix and melt 
Into a formless great delight. 

Which poet lovers all have felt 

Since God gave glad songs in the night. 
And wrought from darkness inner sight. 
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i6 GIFT OP THE NIGHT 

I see what care shall not eclipse, 
Or tongue make mortal in a phrase ; 

As mirth slow wreaths round infant lips, 
Unchecked by sallow Reason's gaze, 
I, trusting, know without amaze. 

Than tinted East at early dawn ; 
Than kisses, kind looks intervene ; 

Than leisured hands o'er young leaves 
drawn ; 
Than brooding maiden's voice at e'en. 
More subtly soft the truth I glean. 

The brisk air burnishes the stars. 
And sends them dancing down the lift ; 

The ruling moon lays weightless bars 
Of shadows thwart my footsteps swift ; 
My soul bears home a nameless gift. 



SABBATH 

O'er purple heather stealing 
The peace of hills comes down, 

And spreads wide wings of healing 
For one day o'er the town ; 

Shop, mart, and mill are shut and still. 

And civic fathers rest them from life's 
brief renown. 



My lady church-ward driving, 
In Paris fashions dressed, 

Sits brightly bored, contriving 
To bear God's day of rest ; 
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i8 SABBATH 

On hassock there, bent down for prayer, 
She hidden yawns, and smiles o'er sweet 
sins unconfessed. 



The ploughman, sore with mowing, 

Goes hither, slow and calm. 
To share of God's bestowing, 

A Sabbath prayer and psalm ; 
The choir's rude chant, the preacher's rant. 
Restore his simple soul like Gilead's holy 
balm. 



With text and doctrine toiling. 
The pastor beats the air, 

And long dead dreamers foiling. 
He conquers everywhere ; 



SABBATH 19 

But this hour's life, to-morrow's strife, 
Unhonoured are with speech, being out- 
with Synod's care. 



O tranquil river, winding 

Down dale toward the sea. 
Your song its way is finding 

O'er glebe and broad green lea ; 
Minds reap repose, and hearts unclose 
Where rest and kindness mate in liquid 
melody. 



A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 



Green and yellow have passed away, 
Sere leaves rustle to the ground ; 

Long night has driven home long day, 
Where frosts and biting winds abound. 

Long night has driven home long day, 
Gone the dell-walk for the dance ; 

The dumb caress of tender May, 

a 

For powdered beauty's dalliance. 



Dumb yet are those dark eyes. 
Though I've lingered through the year 



90 




A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 21 

For the light of love's surprise 

That rides out upon a tear. 
Her spirit, in itself complete, 

Still ranges undesiring ; 
O guide to me her heart and feet 

When they go forth inquiring. 



And should she come to my heart's door 

To rest her, glad or weeping. 
Her will I lead the threshold o'er 

To love's own wondrous keeping. 
Speak to me, then, O dear dark eyes. 

Nor let pale Hope a-fearing tarry ; 
And may the light of love's surprise 

The message from high Heaven carry. 



22 A SBPTENATE OF LOVE 



II 

May no unbeauteous thought live in thy 

face 
Or from thy tongue pass over to thy friend ; 
Sweet be thy body as flowers at morning 

tide, 
And may thy every movement bear the trace 
Of inward harmonies that lend 
Joyous unheard solace, where'er thou dost 

abide. 



I ask thee this for her — best hope of mine — 
Whose eyes are lensed for beauty, and 

whose soul 
Is made to mirror what is pure in thought 

and dream. 



A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 23 

From purple hill-tops to the greeny brine, 
O'er anxious towns naught may console, 
I'd magic throw that all might breathe in 
her esteem. 



The glow-worm's glamour in the lonely 

gloom, 
The warm downpouring of the summer sun. 
All witching, great, and varied lights that lie 

between. 
Decking man's devious pathway to the tomb, 
Match not the artless smile of one 
Among earth's radiant daughters the fairest 

I have seen. 
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24 A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 

III 

Spoken words are broken spells, 

My love needs no saying ; 
Spoken words are sorry shells 

For my love's conveying. 
Didst thou not the word divine, 

Sent thee without willing, 
When thy little hand touched mine, 

My whole body thrilling ? 



Ah I the startled look of thine, 
Thy cheek quickly paling. 

Told thou didst the word divine. 
My whole heart unveiling. 

Maiden wonder finds thee now 
In the new land groping ; 



A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 25 

Let me clear thine anxious brow, 
And joy crown my hoping. 



Broken spells are sorry shells, 

Good but for concealing ; 
Words are weak when upward wells 

Love's deep fount of feeling. 
Brooding o'er thee, little one. 

Thou my days adorning ; 
I bless thee with the setting sun. 

Hail thee with the morning. 



I 



26 A SEPTENATB OF LOVE 



IV 

Either way is best, O wistful, happy lass, 

Fragrant as an opening flower unfingered ; 
Thou may'st bid me bide, or thou may'st 
let me pass — 
Without desire I loved, and hoped, and 
lingered. 



Either way is best — choose what thy spirit 
needs ; 
Thy mother's swathing love may fall 
asunder ; 
A blushless world bans for race and years 
and creeds. 
Thy father's hoary faith may tread thee 
under. 



A SEPTENATB OF LOVE 27 

Either way is best — ^above myself I soar, 
On strong wings of gladness thy goodness 
brought me ; 
Coffers deep of bliss are brimming to the 
floor, 
Fill lap and hands from riches thou hast 
wrought me. 



Either way is best — so for a little while 

We'll rest us on the sunny side of being ; 
Thine eyelids' motion shall silent hours 
beguile, 
Unbidden thoughts and cloudy fancies 
fleeing. 



28 A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 



O life is pride in autumn tide 

If the heart is the home of spring ; 
While leaves are shed in winter's 
dread; 

Love's early flowers are blossoming. 
After the yield, the bare cold field 

And gray of age o'er everything ; 
But by God's grace and her sweet face, 

My heart is the home of spring. 



hands of ice and frost's device 
May lie in wait on everything ; 

1 think of June and blackbird's tune, 

For my heart is the home of spring. 



A SEPTENATE OF LOVE 29 

Poor naked trees, poor prisoned bees, 
Poor chitt'ring birds with drooping 
wing; 
Would I could share love's kindly air 
That woos out mate and song in 
spring. 



VI 

There is no time ! 
Hands point, pendulums swing, 
And hour-bells chime — 
There is no time. 

There is no time ! 
Gone her free gait and face 
Calmly sublime — 
There is no time. 



30 A SEPTBNATB OF LOVE 

There is no time ! 
Death ruthless rose and robbed 
Love in its prime — 
There is no time. 



There is no time ! 
Hope's a bright bubble blown, 
Life a short mime — 
There is no time. 



VII 

What I suffer I forget, 
For I dream we're sitting yet 
Where our lips and longings met 
In that night of dark December. 




A SEPTENATE OP LOVE 31 

My fond madness is not o'er, 
Though dead lie the blooms I bore 
To her grave on Annan's shore — 
White and dead as fire's last ember. 

When a wondering child awakes. 
Or Sirius as morning breaks, 
When sleep's purest vision slakes 

Deep, hot dust of day's attempting — 
These recall how richly blest 
I, who linked at love's behest, 
Watched with her on life's brief quest. 

Not a tiny joy exempting. 

Either way was at her choice. 
Hers in converse to rejoice. 
Or to hold her gracious voice : 
But the word came from Death's quiver. 



32 A SBPTBNATE OP LOVE 

She is near me night and day, 
For her soul shall with me stay 
Though earth mars her beauteous clay 
On the shore of Annan's river. 

As the seasons come and go, 
Nought can stem my secret woe ; 
White thorn, red fruits, mistletoe. 

Are unfestive signs of grieving. 
Though I feel as others feel, 
Put my shoulder to the wheel, 
Face life's facts with will of steel, 

Still I know these unretrieving. 

Yet when night creeps o'er the hills, 
When sea and sky the moonlight fills, 
When the firth's low music trills. 
Peace comes home from Annan's river ; 



A SEPTENATE OP LOVE 33 

Bringing back the old sweet trust, 
Strength that grapples what it must, 
Patience long years may not rust. 
And a love time cannot wither. 



UPRISING 

A WORD cam' ower the sodden haugh, 
Sped up the glen, twined thro' the wood, 

Went scud ower knowe and heather hill, 
And rode abune the roarin' flood. 



The herd has stowed awa' his book, 
Has signalled wi' his crook and plaid ; 

His ewes are hame 'fore fauldin' time. 
He's dightin' clean his trusty blade. 



Wee John has come atour his loom. 
Nor kamed the caddis frae his hair ; 
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UPRISING 35 

The shuttle's stuck half through the warp, 
He's ta'en the road like hunted hare. 



Bent, white-maned Tod, Bardowie's seer, 
Has crept and hirstled frae his bed ; 

He's drawn his duds ower thowless limbs, 
An' granes to lag whaur once he led. 



Hostin' he hirples to the hearth. 
And tholes to rax him doon his sword ; 

His reach is short, his fiert heart fills — 
He canna meet them at the ford« 



The miller's aff (Craig's meal maun wait), 
He's sent the hale burn ower the dam ; 

The cobbler's crack wi' Farrier Rob 
For ance is clenched withoot a dram. 



36 UPRISING 

The smiddy fire is whitest ase, 

Hide aprons lie upon the flair ; 
A cadger's naig but three pairts shod 

Stands tethered wi' a lonesome air. 



The heron scourin' 'cross the fell, 
The fierce lane hawk wi' bill bluid wat, 

The lintie liltin' in the dell 

Ken what the clansmen wad be at. 



The lads nae love-trysts keep the nicht, 
The tryst for freedom bears the gree ; 

Love and weather gaun thegither, 
But freedom's freedom to the free. 




O CHERISH YOUTH 

My soul I give thee gladly, 

O God of air and sun, 
Man spends his sap so madly, 
And naught of worth is done ; 
I long again, with heart and brain. 
For greeny fields and flower, and glassy 
streams that run. 



Like April hail swift falling 
On banks of smiling flowers, 

The time-spirit's bolts are galling 
Fair youth in guileless bowers : 
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38 O CHERISH YOUTH 

O cherish youth from wilful ruth, 
For youth is briefly here, though best of 
beauty's dowers. 

The coltsfoot comes out sprightly 

Between the snell and mildi 
Its yellow head wags brightly 
Till they are reconciled ; 
While tire and tine and lust and wine 
Flow down drab city streets and stain each 
little child. 

The young-year sparrow singing 

Upon the nippled bough 
To heaven's floor is flinging 
Its soul more pure than snow ; 
And I present what Thou hast lent, 
In praise of Nature's peace, in shame for 
human woe. 



A NEIGHBOUR'S CHILD 

Choose me artless words and sweet 
For a sudden whim's expressing ; 

'Twas a glimpse of rosy feet 
And a tiny child's caressing. 

Not trite tricks of balanced sound 
Nor apt words ambiguous glowing, 

Just enough to make a round 
For a little love's bestowing. 

Frock o' green, white pinafore. 
Yellow hair, blue-grey eyes beaming ; 

See our God's gift o'er the floor 
Creeps to catch the sunlight streaming. 
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40 A NEIGHBOUR'S CHILD 

Not more joyous is the sun 
Than the essence of her being, 

While the stir in me begun 
Grows and grows her gladness seeing. 



More to me than sceptred queen 
With her jewelled maids attending, 

That wee bud in frock o' green, 
For her needs on all depending. 



When at times her velvet cheek 
Is with trust on mine reclining, 

Life I cannot think or speak 
Is celestial bliss divining. 



From her limpid, smiling eyes 
My heart learns, and leaps to meet her, 



A NEIGHBOUR'S CHILD 41 

Swift to share the ecstasies 
That in sharing are the sweeter. 



What can salve unspoken pain 

Like a child's love free and priceless 7 

Wide are gladness' gates again 
At an infant's smile enticeless. 



God 1 those little limbs of hers 
Poems are in curve and motion. 

While those pretty whims of hers 
Are a'draft on my devotion. 



IN MAY 

Thanks running to the tearful, 
Thanks pained throats cannot say, 

For all the chastely cheerful 
Fresh atmosphere of May j 

I clasp the grass, mild noon winds pass. 

And listen strange, rude melodies from 
the harp of day. 



While larks lilt in the morning. 

And hidden laprails cry, 

While dawn's uncared adorning 

Spreads over land and sky, 
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IN MAY 43 

While sunbeams gleam on sea and stream, 
Hope's pulse beats in the earth, hope's 
light fills every eye. 

Sun^ envied of high heaven, 

And loved of all the earth, 
Whose rays are rarest leaven 

For hearts low from love's dearth ; 
Our blue veins flood with sun and blood. 
And smile in wreathing colour over hill 
and hearth. 

Elusive, hale, and pleasant, 

A May night after rain. 
The cottage of the peasant 

With red lights dots the plain ; 
Soft clouds hang still, a dreamy rill 
Wonders why the absent moon comes 
not forth again. 



THE DEID'S LAST DAY AT HAME 

The sun comes Sooth in simmer pride, 
His het waves hang ower moss and moor ; 

Big frauchted bees the slow wind ride, 
And, restin', reach their theekit booer. 



Like twenty acres Yule-tide snaw, 
Gay swards o' gowans blush and bloom ; 

Twa startled whaups rise, feign, and ca', 
And restless dree their wee anes' doom. 



Sly rabbits nibble at the braird, 
A wheen dull hares sleep on the brae, 
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THE DEID'S LAST DAY AT HAMB 45 
A blue cuckoo, no long since paired, 
Keeps with its wee-bird haliday. 



The benmost room is still and drear, 
The clay lies clad in snawy cloot ; 

The deid's last day at hame is here, 
Life's lint is spun, death's wab is oot. 



O blossoms bricht in luckless May, 

O braw-plumed male-birds fiercely fain, 

O Kennil singin' a' the day. 

Ken ye ye've lost ane o' your ain ? 



His cast nae mair shall tip the swash, 
Nae mair he'll seek the auld Troch pool ; 

His rod is turned to weeping ash. 
His creel is wat wi' tears o' dool. 
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46 THE DBID'S LAST DAY AT HAME 
The leal wife leads the white milch coo 

The gate doon by the grouse's nest ; 
O space is ease, the heart is f u'. 

The gudeman's gane to his lang rest. 



THE WINE 

The grey west clouds are rimmed with gold, 

Which dimmer grows as dies the day ; 
I tearless find my fate is told 

In every slow departing ray. 
My heart has had its splendid noon, 

And clothed its sphere in hues divine ; 
Love's circuit is complete too soon — 

The wine, my merry mates, the wine ! 



Though dark as blood brought home 'neath 
Mars, 
Shun wassail in Sonoma port ; 
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48 THE WINE 

'Tis leaden as a thousand haars, 

But Heidseck makes the brain cavort. 
Like red Bordeaux a sash she wore — 

Such memories will folly twine ; 
But now it's black for evermore — 

The wine, my merry mates, the wine ! 



O drink deep, deep, my merry mates, 

Sweet sorrow is so hard to drown. 
And life is but a blend of fates 

Who mock the wise and praise the 
clown. 
Not all the juice in press or pipe, 

From Santa Rosa to the Rhine, 
Can Time's full-written tablet wipe — 

The wine, my merry mates, the wine ! 



THE WINE 49 

Let zest attend on Zinfandel, 

And its sane after-taste commend ; 
Or tilt, my lads, soft Muscatel — 

I'll pace you to the race's end. 
Though sure she taught how love could last, 

A better lesson had been mine 
In learning to forget the past — 

The wine, my merry mates, the wine ! 



Brief love's delights bald years surpass. 
Regret is weak and weeping vain ; 

In shapely glass we'll pledge the lass, 
So fill a bumper once again. 

Choose Romano or Barbaroux, 
Angelica or Chablis fine, 

I drink to her — I drink to you — 

The wine, my merry mates, the wine ! 
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A BAIRN'S SANG 



Tm only a lassie 

Whase hame's on the hill, 
Whaur bees frae the heather 

Clear honey distil. 



II 

The lairiks are liltin' 

The very same sang 
I croon to auld cnimmie 

The broom knowes amang. 
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A BAIRN'S SANG 51 

III 

Oor Colin is cantie, 

I like his broon ee ; 
Richt lang is his plaidie, 

His stap licht and free. 



IV 

The hale day I'm happy ; 

We're a' weel at hame, 
We've brose, kail, and nappie- 

I hope you've the same. 
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GOING HOME 

The shades of loving spirits guard 

My working hours and wakeful nights, 
And thoughts of heaven are never marred, 

For heaven is here with its delights. 
With love the air is charged, and blends 

The common earth with skyey dome, 
But o'er all earthly joy transcends 

The gladsome thought of going home. 



O rest is sweet in my white bed. 
And friendship grows each day more 
true ; 
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GOING HOME S3 

Yet I have walked where likings led, 

Have worn the roses, borne the rue. 
Thro' changeful scenes and far-off lands, 

Rude fortune ne'er made me to roam. 
But dear as though from foreign strands 

I hail the thought of going home. 



Around my neck have loving arms 

Their white soft roundness gently twined, 
And flowers and eyes and children's charms 

Have taught the art of being kind. 
For words of wisdom, wit, and worth 

I've thumbed the page of tract and tome. 
But matchless thought in all the earth — 

The gladsome thought of going home. 



TO MY TIMES 

I'll sing, though incompletely, 

A true note to my times, 
When saints and knaves discreetly 
Attend on church-bell chimes ; 
Soft words are good, but truth is rude 
To those who vest in prayer and profit in 
all climes. 



Engraven stones are pointing, 
Gold gilt, to sun and star. 

O'er those of wealth's anointing. 
Though mean as cowards are ; 
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TO MY TIMES 55 

While nameless tomb and fameless doom 
Are meet for simple worth which sought 
not praise afar. 

When chance and youthful liking 

Leap passion's giddy height, 
Cant's unctuous stones are striking 
Torn innocence in flight ; 
The social creed, for nature's need. 
Is found in rings and banns, or keeping out 
of sight. 

A hell of poor devising 

Man makes his changing frame. 
And needs no fiend's devising 
How most to feed its flame ; 
He flees the soil, despises toil, 
And breathes, well fed and dressed, devoid 
of hope or shame. 



S6 TO MY TIMES 

In health our minds move purely, 

Our spirits dwell serene, 
But thoughts of evil surely 
Crowd on us, bold and mean, 
When with nerves taut, all overwrought. 
Our souls succumb to sense, and sense to 
tastes terrene. 



The suppliant sinner shriven 

Is equal to the saint ; 
The fallen, unforgiven. 
Whose dreams words may not paint, 
We dare not scorn, for all are born 
In God's common sonship, which no power 
can attaint. 



STEEP LESLIE BRAES 

I'll baud awa' hame to Balgillie's wild braes, 
'Mang the dry-stane dykes wi' tbeir green 

mossy claes ; 
Sillar shackles there to blue-bell's nod and 

sway, 
And I'll sing nameless sangs the lee lang day. 



Refrain — 
The slow Cammie burn, the steep Leslie 

braes, 
O my heart is at hame whaur I spent happy 

days. 
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I'll haud awa' hame to Lothrie's laich 

banks, 
And frae the auld brig watch the speckled 

trout's pranks ; 

Doon Balsillie loan fu' o' hawthorn in 
bloom 

The wind wafts the Lomonds its fragrant 

perfume. 



I'll haud awa' hame to guid folk I ken, 
Wha lodge sweet content in a wee but and 

ben, 
Wha share ither's sorrow, len' cradle or 

creel. 
And are kind to a' comers — aye, even the 

deil. 
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rU baud awa' hame to the auld kirkyaird, 
To lie 'neath the mools my forefathers 

shared ; 
At drear midnicht 'oor, when the toon 

snores loud, 
rU come to the dule-tree in snaw-white 

shroud. 




LIFE IS BUT A SHOW 

My spirit is a swift ship sailing unknown 

seas, 
Where darkness, doubt, or danger cannot 

fear me ; 
For God is at the helm, while I go as you 

please. 
O'er the dim deck where no one cometh 

near me. 



No craft to warn or welcome in the starless 

waste, 

Tho' fitful friendly voices pass unheeding, 
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Like children-angels home returning in glad 

haste, 
And forward ever God and I are speeding. 



Be it to rocks and wreckage, far from all I 

know, 
Be it to coves of colour, light, and motion. 
The grave is but a gate, and life is but a 

show. 
And God and I are bound by sin's devotion. 




GOWANLEA 

The noble Nith, whose lucent flood 

With lasting passion laps the lea. 
Is less pure than the mantling blood 

That roseates her face for me. 
For me who, numb when she is named, 

Let's fancy form what tame words hide, 
While she with goodwill is proclaimed 

In beauty first, the last in pride. 

O Gowanlea, to love and lore 

A brimming cup of pure delight. 
Your sward's a step to heaven's door. 

Where hope confirmed forgets its night. 
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The war of states, fame's rise and fall, 
The fierce desire to get and hold ; 

Your people calm, nor gird nor gall. 
The worried worid's a tale untold. 

Ripe graceful sheaves of trembling corn, 

When darkness comes, their music bring 
To help the young moon's silver horn. 

While all the stars in chorus sing ; 
Then Nature's anthem full is raised 

For we two at the trysted tree, 
And in our singing heart is praised 

The God of love and Gowanlea. 



A GANGREL'S PLAINT 

Come kindly doon, ye nicht wings, 
Saft and saft aroond me fauld ; 

Only the heart that's licht sings, 
And mine is growin' auld. 

Lie drumly by, O deep burn, 

Straucht lichts, black shadows thine ! 
My thochts frae jumbled sleep turn 

To days o' auld lang syne. 

Aucht o'clock oot soonds the kirk-bell ; 
Ay, God's guid — ^what bonnie skies ! 
Vagrant sangs through the mirk tell 

Youth's heart is free where love ties. 
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A WASTREL'S WEIRD 

I LAY in a ditch a'e dry simmer nicht, 
Mauchless wi' drinkin', clean dazed wi' 
drinkin' ; 

The starnies jinked, the mune was bricht — 
O she was blinkin', big, braw, and blinkin'; 

She lauched to see my hapless plicht, 
An' set me thinkin', to thump at thinkin'. 

Quo' I, " My hizzie, skeech in white nicht- 
gown, 

You're unco saucy — ^you're far ower saucy, 
But twal' nichts syne, I'll lay a croon, 

You were nae sae gaucy, no' a bit gaucy." 

65 E 



66 A WASTREL'S WEIRD 

(Hech, its safter here than in the toon, 
For hard's the causey, coorse whinstane 
causey.) 

** I've seen ye, prood lass, seek the sun for 

years, 
But there's my thoom on't, I'll keep my 

thoom on't ; 
I've watched you lang, lang 'oors in tears. 
Your cheek nae bloom on't — wat, and nae 

bloom on't ; 
He scuds awa' when your love-licht nears. 
And casts a gloom on't, a deepening 

gloom on't. 

" But there's a wheen, wheen mair o' weak 
mankind, 
The same weird dreein' — that mad, weird 
dreein' ; 



A WASTREL'S WEIRD 67 

Fancy bauds ticht and chains the mind, 
Nae chance for fleein' — ^you needna' try 
fleein'. 
So, lass, dinna mock unless sair inclined. 
We're no guid at leein' — puir hands at 
leein'. 



"Lefs baith keep oor ain ken wi' a brave 
broo. 
An' sure I'm thinkin' (lo'd hoo you're 
blinkin') 
Some day he'll come, and wist na' hoo, 
'Mang blooms, dew-drinkin' — light, love, 
and life linkin', 
Ye shall reign wi' him a spell in the blue 
(Sud ye be winkin', I'll ken what ye're 
thinkin')." 



OUR EAGER TIME 

Dear hallowed one, I fear we wronged 

Our eager time with hungry days ; 
We both withheld what most we longed 

To give in gentlest mystic ways. 
O ask me not if still the same 

I cherish crumbs of circumstance, 
Such as that night, our souls aflame, 

We lipped the kiss of old romance. 

The future holds no fellow joys. 
Our patience was too prodigal ; 

We needs must forth when faith convoys. 
Or else regretting bear the thrall. 
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So vagrant I in many ways, 

For your sweet sake I fear we wronged 
Our eager time with hungry days — 

These days to us and bliss belonged. 



The bud that woke when winds were mild 

A riven nut lies on the ground ; 
Each bush that consecrates the wild 

Stands leafless with dead leaves around. 
See drear October's rounded moon 

Slow dwindles o'er the naked land ; 
Let Fate our purposes attune, 

And take with me your trusting hand. 



A REBEL'S SANG 

Hand me doon my sword and shoon, 

Deevil tak' the laggard loon, 

Send the cross frae toon tae toon — 

Scotland yet for freedom ! 
What care I for lairds and laws, 
Poopits' wrath and fules' applause ? 
Richt and manhood's in oor cause — 

Scotland yet for freedom ! 

Tak' the gate in spite o' fate. 

Scorn the minions o' the State, 

Whack auld Humbug's -wooden pate — 

Scotland yet for freedom ! 
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Ding them a' baith great and sma', 
Pin their sleek skins to the wa*, 
Manhood stand and maisters fa' — 
Scotland yet for freedom ! 

By the Bruce, we'll ha'e nae truce 
Till we've won ower ha' and hoose ; 
Ne'er maun gowd ower worth craw 
croose — 

Scotland yet for freedom ! 
There, gude nicht ! let hearts be licht, 
Gie your bonnie een a dicht, 
Fair will fa' the morning licht — 

Scotland yet for freedom ! 



DAYS LONG PAST 

Bring from afar the olden time, 
And voice again the old true songs ; 

'Tis such shall bring the world its prime, 
Man's primal theme for which faith longs. 



Days long past are the days to come. 
Strung on love's circle of the years, 

And frozen hearts that now are dumb 
Shall sing the music of the spheres. 



Let pulses leap to simple strains, 

When man and nature wooed they came ; 

7a 




Day, L^g Past. 



DAYS LONG PAST 73 

E'en now the life self-conscious wanes — 
Bring back the olden time the same. 



Sing strange old tunes, they are so new, 
Dear as the child of her we missed ; 

The hours are slow till evening's dew 
Is gathered by the sun and kissed. 



Tilt glasses for the olden time. 

And stent the strings to quaintest lays ; 
The grape shall bring the blood to prime. 

The music tell of nobler days. 



HYMN TO LIBERTY 

O Liberty ! no more mine own, 

I yield myself to thee ; 
While thou hast more imperious grown, 
In thy great tender heart alone 

Hope comes to stay with me. 



I cling to thee as to a love 

'Gainst which my life is weighed, 
As eagle's strength o'er gentle dove. 
So thou art set far, far above 
The chstrms of sweetest maid. 
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If human ofl'ring be required 

Thine altar be my shrine 1 
While yet with faith my veins are fired, 
Take thou the life thou hast inspired, 

Than thou shouldst e'er repine. 



When in thy breast all mankind rest, 

Thy beauty then attained. 
Like sunset glories in the west. 
Shall make each house and hamlet blest, 

Whete strife and sorrow reigned. 



TAMING THE TYRANT 

Bonnie face, clorty face, 
Let his minnie clean his face ; 

Dinna greet, tak' heart o' grace, 
O dinna spoil your bonnie face t 



Little feet, kittle feet, 

Let his minnie wash his feet ; 
Come a' his lane, — sic a treat ! 

Toddle pretty, little feet ! 



Yellow hair, toosie hair. 

Let his minnie redd his hair ; 
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Did it rug ? that's no fair ! 
Grow in lang curls, yellow hair. 



Sweet wee bed, cosy bed. 
Let his minnie mak* his bed ; 

Hap ye noo, lay doon your head. 
Rest him well, thrice happy bed ! 



8o HALF-TIMERS 

Poor children I born to earthly loss 

Of innocence and playful mind. 
Too early bartered for hell's dross, 
And wearing yokes your elders bind, 
Your fate and country are unkind ! 



I hear of Empire spreading far. 
Of theft accomplished with much pride. 

Of murder done in name of war. 
Of argosies on every tide, — 
Of children earning side by side. 



And Britain's Queen is wise and good, 
A mother with a mother's way ; 

Her care has warmed a num'rous brood. 
Her purse has dried their rainy day : 
But workers' children sweat for pay. 



HALF-TIMERS 8i 

Rich ladies Leagues of Pity form, 

A fad their false enjoyments crave ; 
For Nature now and then will storm 
And force a thought for poor and brave, 
For toilers tott'ring to the grave. 



But pity will not right the wrong, 
Nor doles return the stolen youth ; 

When tasks are done without a song 
And bargains wrung at cost of truth, 
Tis mockery to talk of ruth. 



When shall these little limbs relax ? 

When shall their blood's depletion cease ? 

Our thread is spun from flesh and flax. 
Youth's roses wilt for wealth's increase — 
Yet parents sleep in pious peace 1 
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GAME AND GENTRY 



Weel may Auld Scotland hang her head, 
Shame, black-burnin', het as lead, 
Ower her tear-wat wan cheeks spreadj 
Her love has cost her dearly. 



II 

A rakish spark in silken trews, 
Coat, vest, and hose o' gaudy hues, 
Gae her gowd and pressed his views. 

The siller took her fairly, 
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III 
Ower every sea their vessels scour 
Wi' shoddy to the blackamoor 
And trinkets to the Indian dour, 
That bring in bawbees briskly. 

IV 

He in her lap lays pile on pile, 
She lifts a gowpen wi' a smile : 
Scotch bairns greet in want the while. 
Their warkless faithers weary. 



Ploos stick rustin' in the field, 
Clachans nae mair a human bield ; 
A kintra side can only yield 

A hame for game and gentry. 



84 GAME AND GENTRY 

VI 

The city sooks the cottar's veins, 
An' draws him frae the haughs an' plains ; 
The misty hills gie up their swains, 
To sell their strong life cheaply. 

VII 

For profit buy, for profit sell, 
Honest wark may gae to hell ; 
Your neebour's dead, sae mind yoursel ! 
Keep aye your conscience drumly ! 



AT LONG LAST 



As without wisdom lore is dear, 

So without love what need to live ? 
Unfilled its place by gold or gear — 

All man might wish or God could give. 
Your smile is more than miser's dream, 

Your silent prayer than worldly praise ; 
I'd choose the word your brown eyes beam, 

Than wear a world's approving bays, 

II 
I toiled and garnered for your sake, 

I steeled myself to wait afar, 
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And now into my hands I take 

My life, for you to make or mar. 
Though days are brief, nought can them fill 

If you return not my poor love ; 
Yet give no hope against your will. 

But rain it as from heaven above. 



III 
Oh, bless the ears that heard my plea. 

Oh, bless the mouth whose lips I touch ! 
Oh, bless the arm that circles me — 

I did not know I loved so much ! 
Creep closer yet, my long-wished lass ; 

Ah I sacred now this pathless dell. 
Where unseen angels, singing, pass 

Of that which long I durst not tell. 




WhilE blighted unbla<rn dooen bade you 



Din' <tfthe Nurlh Wind. 



DIRGE OF THE NORTH WIND 

Through bolted doors the wailing north 
wind blew, 

Its tireless tears of rain swelled each name- 
less stream ; 

While blighted unblown flowers bade youth 
adieu, 

With mute remembrance of the sun's last 
beam; 

Heartless nature chilled each ageing 
tree, 

And tuned my longing heart to rebel 

melody. 
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Again, O wind ! sweep on, shedding biting 

tears ; 
In conclave sullen crowd dark conspiring 

clouds ; 
My country's genius, more complex with the 

years, 
Is marred with hireling's shadows and 

freemen's shrouds ; 
Weep, wailing wind, o'er the wide gray 



sea. 



And tune my longing heart to rebel 
melody. 



All towers of craven churches swift hurl to 

their doom. 
And wreck each ample palace built on 

workers' blood ; 
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But blow all human hearts ben to my heart's 

room, 
And make it the free ark of the second 

flood; 
Speed the leaf-bearing dove home to me, 
And tune my longing heart to tender 

melody. 



AN AULD MAN'S HOGMANAY 

A day's wark ower, the supper dune, 
I cuist my clogs, put on my shune, 
And biggin' coals upon the lowe. 
The fire looked like a burnin' knowe 1 
I gae the ribs a thorough redd, 
The dracht the fire's wild fury fed. 
Nae need for splutterin, cruisie licht 
When peat and coal are bleezin' bricht 1 
In queerest figures e'er you saw. 
Deep shadows played upon the wa'. 

Maist faithfu' o' the canine race. 

My collie lay across the ase 
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In comfort snoozin', which I say 
Is seldom his or mine to hae. 
There is nae freend like wise auld Sport, 
Wha, when he sees me like to dort 
As things gang wrang and sair agee, 
Comes slippin' up sae saft to me. 
He lays his nose intae ma loof, 
And wags his tail, gies every proof 
That fine he kens what casts me doon ; 
Rubs 'gainst my legs richt roon' an' roon', 
Sets his fore paws upon my knee, 
And glowers wi' een that speak to me. 



Ne'er a soond reached my wee end ; 
I was alane ; aboot to mend 
Some orra duds the waur o' wear. 
And hae things snod afore New Yean 



92 AN AULD HAN'S HOGMANAY 
Twas Hogmanay ; but weel I kent 
Folks shunned me as they did wat pent. 
My blue-cammed door-stane, seldom crossed 
By fremit feet, this nicht could boast 
A veesit f rae ane gey like mysel', 
Only at drinkin' he bore the bell : 
He was guid-hertit, free, and clever, 
And on his word he went back never. 
His hale life through he ne'er could settle ; 
He lacked cheek, though he had the mettle. 



On this, the last nicht o' the year, 
The toon was in a geyan steer. 
I ne'er gaed doon the pend to see, 
But weirdless WuU, the waur o' bree. 
Cam' stottin' in fresh frae a splore 
Just as I rose to bar the door. 
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He gae accoont o' beardless loons 

■ 

Passin' bottles and crackin' croons, 
Swearin' like Turks and actin' foo, 
Wi' less wit than a cushat doo, 
Thinkin' they reached to manhood's hicht 
When seen in sic a senseless plicht. 



Puir doited laddies ! years will teach 
Hoo hard true manhood is to reach, 
Hoo aften follies dune in youth 
Forever dull the sense o' truth. 



As usual, this parteekler nicht, 
Mony a pair had thocht it richt 
Tae link in love their lives thegither — 
Some lassies in an awfu' swither 
'Tween doatin' lad and greetin' mither. 



94 AN AULD MAN'S HOCAIANAY 
Frae mony doors there cam' the soood 
(y sangs that gaed the table roond, 
O' banter free, o' lauchin' lood, 
That made the sweatin' guidwif e prood. 



The guests, to strains o' screechin' fiddle, 
Gaed roond the back and up the middle, 
Likin' the waltz and polka weel, 
But pleased maist wi' a brisk Scotch reel. 
They step and fling at "Speed the Plough," 
Wi' supple shanks, wi' streamin' broo, 
Till auld anes, pechin' deep and sair, 
Sink mauchless on the nearest chair. 
To tell, when ance they get their tongue, 
O' dancin' deeds when they were young ; 
The young anes, daft wi' hooch and skirl, 
Mak' the very rafters dirl I 
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Blythe callants on first-fittin' bent, 
Richt cautious no to be ahent, 
Gaed here and there wi' pouches fu* 
O' hansels to the folks they lo'e. 
A haflin stu£Fed wi' grannie's lore. 
Aye howkin' 'mong the days o' yore, 
And sweer to let auld customs dee, 
Stood ready, stoup in haund, to be 
The first at drawin' frae the waal, 
" The cream," it's ca'ed ; wha gets it 9ball 
Be in guid luck the hale year through, 
And ne'er hae cause the deed to rue, 



In Burgher Close lay Drummer Bob, 
Surrounded by a senseless mob, 
Wha thocht it smairt to taunt and jeer 
A puir auld sowl the waur o' beer. 
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He micht hae lain 'mong frost and 

rime 
Till Ne'e'r-day bells began to chime, 
Hadna twa chiels o' siheddum rare 
Raised the auld carle wi' freendly care, 
And in the "fair maid" hurled him 

hame, 
Whaur, certes, sat a birsey dame 1 



When WuU had gane, I thocht I micht 
Mysel' shut in-by for the nicht ; 
The window shutters safely cleekit. 
The out-door locked, the inner steekit, 
I sat down by the chimley cheek. 
Wi' cutty primed, 'mid clouds o' reek. 
My thochts turned drumly — may I say 
They aye are sae on Hogmanay, 
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Whaur memory seldom cares to look 
I ca'ed oot scenes — ^they'd fill a book — 
Scenes o' childhood, youth, and age ; 
Some ettled to a fit o' rage, 
Ithers made pleasant smirks to trace 
Their wrinkles ower my wizened face ; 
But maistly on the sombre side 
It was my fancy's mood to bide. 



I saw mysel' among the stour, 

Trying to build a castle tower ; 

The sun was hie, the day was grand. 

And warm the stour slid through the hand. 

That mornin' I had left the hoose 

Wi' mind — ^to say the least o't — croose : 

I wore a daidlie clean and braw, 

Wi' strict injunctions no to fa' ; 
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But I was weak, and I was dour. 
I brocht it hame— it wadna scour ! 
The skelpit skin I got that nicht 
Learned me what's pleasant's no aye richt. 



And then the dominiei lean and lank, 
Wi' legs thin as a spindle-shank ; 
I cut his cane, howdit his specs — 
Whate'er his classic sowl would vex. 
He swore in Latin, raged in Greek, 
But at his warst he couldna speak. 
Yet spite o' a', he learned me weel, 
And ca'ed me aye a clever chiel 
Wha wad some day cut oot his name 
High on the temple o' fair fame. 
'Twas this he wished, and looked for lang ; 
Death cam' : he ne'er kent he was wrang. 
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Again I loupit Cammie Bum, 
And ficklies gae as cam' my turn ; 
I guddled in the Lothrie holes, 
Staned water-rats, and hunted moles ; 
On Mildean Braes I smeekit bykes. 
And watched the squirrels 'lang the Dykes. 
Richt keen I played, till sair and wearie. 
At bunks, bools, tig, or soondin' peerie. 
Then cam' the cheenge, a trial for weeks, 
Frae knickers jimp to baggy breeks ; 
No a laddie, nor yet a man, 
Blushin' as a' blate haflins can. 



Like arrow wingin' on its way, 
Like vulture pouncin' on its prey. 
Like meteor fleein' throo' the mirk, 
Like sudden flash o' Hielant dirk. 



loo AN AULD MAN'S HOGMANAY 
Love reached my heart and held it ticht — 
Ay, hauds it yet this verra night I 

fateful, ne'er-forgotten day 
When deepest love inspired this clay, 
When mind was pure, when hopes were 

hie, 
When heart was warm, when bricht the e'e, 
When youth its fair ideal found. 
In which truth was to beauty bound, 
When raised to manhood's noblest hicht. 
True to the best, staunch to the richt I 

1 daurna try to picture here 

The chairms o' her to me sae dear. 
Ilk lover thit\ks his lass the fairest. 
In feature, form, and voice the rarest ; 
But her I worshipped, she was the shrine 
On which I laid a' that was mine. 



AN AULD MAN'S HOGMANAY loi 
I wisna ; I had but a name ; 
My fount o' motive she became. 



I was aye prood, ye pooers abune I 
Yet humbly wad I kiss her shune ; 
To me e'en sacred were her claes, 
Whate'er was hers was theme o' praise. 
Ah ! then, her figure licht and neat, 
Her shapely hands, her denty feet, 
Her gracefu' step, her modest air. 
Her charmin' neck, her auburn hair, 
Her broo sae brent, her calm blue e'e, 
Were mair than a' the warld to me. 
O wad to Heaven it ne'er had been. 
And that her face I ne'er had seen ! 
Yet no ; the greatest aye hae proved 
To love is better than being loved I 
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We met : my heart with joy was riven; 
We pairted : love since wi' grief has 
striven. 



Aimless I wrocht f rae day to day ; 
Careless I spent the hard-won pay. 
Why tak' thocht aboot the morrow ? 
'Tis hope can frae the future borrow, 
Nae need to tell o' misspent years, 
Ilk folly in my mem'ry sears 
Nae mair, nae mair, 'tis hard to bear 
Sic' ranklin' in an ill-healed sair ; 
My chance is lost, my strength is gane. 
My nose is at the grindin'-stane I 



Eneuch that, torn wi' anxious thocht, 
Which to my e'en the saut tears brocht, 
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I raised my head to see what speed 
The enemy — ^Time — which we a' dreed, 
Had made towards the auld year's death ; 
But what I saw fair teuk my breath. 
There stood atween me and the door 
A woman whose strange presence bore 
The marks of pain and feebleness ; 
Her mild e'e seemed to warn and bless. 
A smile spread o'er her face sae wan, 
As she wi' fondness rapt did scan 
An infant which lay at her breast, 
Unconscious o' its falling nest 
Her saddened gaze on me she fixed, 
A look of pain and pity mixed. 



She said, " I am the dying year. 

O'er whom thou shed'st the secret tear. 
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When this last hour has ceased to chime, 
I shall have lived the appointed time. 
The lamp of life is waning fast ; 
Soon shall the borderland be passed. 
The dew of death is on my brow, 
And unseen spirits whisper * Now.' 
My term was short : yet weight of care, 
Of which I had an ample share, 
At this dark hour of my decease 
Makes death appear a fond release. 



" And thou, old man, hast used me ill I 
The selfish spirit guides thy will. 
Thy talents great thou hast withheld. 
Nor 'gainst indiflference rebelled. 
Ignorance around, thou didst not teach ; 
Hands of distress thou didst not reach ; 



AN AULD MAN'S HOGMANAY 105 
For public good thou didst not toil. 
Public error thou didst not foil. 
Thou mad'st no friend, no foe beguiled, 
Nor gave thy hand to trustful child ; 
But thou didst keep thyself apart, 
So cramped thy mind and cooled thy 

heart. 



" Know life in Self is moral death ; 
Strength only comes with Love's warm 

breath ! 
Although thou hast but failing years, 
Yet 'tis the time for deeds, not tears. 
Therefore arise, and give at length 
Thy garnered knowledge, thy latent strength. 
My death thy resurrection be 
Unto a world which calls for thee. 



I 
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I go, but leave this infant here, 
The daughter of the dying year. 
Give her, I pray, thy tender heed 
(Thy debt to me deserves this meed). 

'* Shouldst thou be tempted to o'erlook 
Thy pliant ward, in memory's book 
The past consider ; lowly be ; 
Make solemn vow ; and think of me." 

She vanished wi' the clock's last stroke. 
Wi' wat bleared e'en, and like to choke, 
I took the wee bairn on my knee. 
And cuddlin't to my breest wi' glee, 
Made sacred aith to dae my best 
To carry out her last request. 
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